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of Shibrot. After spring came summer, and vines shot
leafily up all the lattices and the days were hot, with no
sea and no mountains. After summer came autumn,
and Lallek was afraid. She was alone in the Round
House most of the time, alone with the flapping cur-
tains and the red mice and Soogal Sorsh behind any
door. Her boy's clothes were laid away in a chest;
now she wore silk and gauze and delicate furs and
embroidery of birds' feathers; now there were twisted
bracelets on her arms and ankles, to stop her running
and climbing; now she had learnt to paint cheeks and
breasts and knew much of the ways of man. One day
she had been leaning against a window-sill, gripping
the bars and wondering, wondering, what had hap-
pened outside all these months; she cooled her cheek
against the metal, looking out and down where the
ripening bursting pomegranates were only pink specks
upon tiny trees. Then Soogal Sorsh had come up
behind her and slid a hand round her neck before she
had heard him; he tilted up her chin and-looked at her
closely. He had said: 'I leave my mark where I go;
if that child you carry is mine, he will have my horn/
She had thought she had looked at him calmly; she
had thought her voice had been even; but perhaps his
searching hand had felt her heart flutter. He went on:
'If he is not my child I shall know what to do with
him and you.' She had answered: 'Everyone knows I
had no lover,' but he had said: 'When it is a woman
nobody knows.' He had gone out and left her cling-
ing to the bars, faint and sick and full of fear; for how